Chapter live
THE EMIGRATION TO PERU

Lima sprawled squatly in its wide brown plain, elevated only
a little above the harbour at Callao* In summer the mountains
that rimmed the city from the east and north were jagged
against the joining colours of the sunset sky. They were tawny
and yellow and ashen* Their silhouette flowed on in an un-
dulating way, or rose abruptly and fell, darkening and lighten-
ing until the foothills were sunk in the surrounding plain. To
the west the sinking sun burnt quickly into the sea, staining
the cloudless sky, and the adobe buildings of the city shed
their own light and glowed as the day was finished. The stars
appeared suddenly in a well-matched brilliance with the eager
movement of the southern tropic sky, which at this latitude
and in this rainless air seemed farther from the earth than
elsewhere in the world* It was an almost barren landscape of
unmerging and contrasted colours, well defined.
The water from the river Rimac was not allowed to reach the
sea after passing through the city* It was first tapped into
channels that passed beneath the larger houses and later led off
into the niandioca and the cotton fields* In the hot afternoons
bullfights drew the people from their sleep, and at another
season Italian music was played at the Opera to crowded
houses, where young women waved their fans before the
soft dark faces that they had crowned with the tall silk of their
mantillas.
In the square, the cathedral confronted the sparse gardens
with its towers, with stone that was creamy against the bronze
of the tortoise fountain and the biscuit-coloured fafade of the
palace of the Grand Marshal of the country*
In winter, the sky was uniformly white from the high sea
mist that held away the sun. There was still no rain, but in
the early mornings the stones of the pavements of the city were
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